PART III
I
romance I I was absurdly romantic. I thought we could
play at being unmarried, living together clandestinely, hidden
from the world, he coming back nightly to our house when his
day's work was done ! Love and toil 1 Wonderful sounding
words—but what toil! This man with a sensitive nervous
nature, a love of poetry and of flowers, spent his days at a
desk in a gloomy office or in a noisome building like a railway
station, called the Stock Exchange, which because of its foul
air and the thousands breathing it, had to be sprayed every
few hours with stinking disinfectant.
In this atmosphere he had spent his life ever since he left
Harrow at seventeen. He hated it. It killed his youth and
hurt his health, but his family had instilled into him from an
early age the necessity of making money in order that, when
his turn came, he might preserve the tradition of Sheridans in
Dorsetshire. For if an Englishman is properly brought up
and adequately educated and sufficiently imbued with the
traditional spirit, he unquestioningly regards property as of
far more importance than the individual. It is true that after
fifteen years of this ennobling career, Wilfred was able to keep
a wife and a home, but the wife he only saw one day a week.
For the rest-—he returned after dark, too tired to cherish her.
Day by day my romantic dreams took flight like birds on the
wing. I had to re-adapt or efface my theories. Nothing was
as I had expected it would be.
To begin with, Munthe's teaching proved unworkable, and
nearly wrecked the manage in its first days. Wilfred, cold
and tired, arriving home after a day such as I have described,
was confronted with a dinner consisting of one dish! If
peasant food is admirable in Italy, its equivalent in England
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